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From the soft bosom that did heal
Thee, thou my melting heart didst steal:

My soul, inflam'd with thy false breath,

Poison'd with kisses, suck'd in death.

Yet I nor hand nor lip will move^                         15

Revenge or mercy to procure
From the offended God of Love:

My curse is fatal, and rny pure

Love shall beyond thy scorn endure.
If I implore the gods, they '11 find                        20

Thee too ingrateful, me too kind.
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No more, blind god! for see, my heart

Is made thy quiver, where remains
No void place for another dart;

And, alas 1 that conquest gains

Small praise, that only brings away                       5

A tame and unresisting prey.

Behold a nobler foe, all arm'd,

Defies thy weak artillery,
That hath thy bow and quiver charm'd,

A rebel beauty, conquering thee:                       10

If thou dar'st equal combat try,
Wound her, for 'tis for her I die.

TO MY RIVAL

HENCE, vain intruder, haste away!

Wash not with thy unhallow'd brine

The footsteps of my Celia's shrine;

Nor on her purer altars lay

Thy empty words, accents that may                      5

Some looser dame to love incline:
She must have offerings more divine;

Such pearly drops as youthful May

Scatters before the rising day;

Such smooth soft language, as each line            10